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witcht with the rogues companie. If therafcall haue not gi« 
uen me medicines to make me loue him,ile bchang’d. Itcouid 
notbe clfe, I Iiaiic drunke medicines, Poynes, Hal, a plague 
rpon you both, Bardoll,Peto,ilc flarue e’re ilerob afootehu- 
ther,and t’were not as good a deede as drinke to tumc true- 
man, and to leaucthefe rogues;! amthcvcrieft varletthat cuer 
chewed widi a tooth: cight ycardcs of vneuen ground is three- 
fcore and ten miles afoctc with mee: and the flonie lieaited 
villainesknowe it well inough, a plague vpon it w hen theeues 
can not be true one to another# 

T bey wbiftle. 

Whcw,aplague vpon you all, giuc mee my horfe, you rogues, 
giue me my horlc,and behang’d. 

frin. Peace yefat guts, lie downe # lay thine earc elofetothe 
ground, and lilt. if thou can hearc die tread of trauellers. 

Falf. Hauc y ou.any leauers to lift me vp againc beingdown? 
zblood ile not oearc mine owhe fiefh lo farre afootc agame, for 
all die come in thy fathers Exchequer : What ajplague meane 
ye,to coltme thus i 

Trirt. Thoulyeft,thou art not coked, thou art vncoltcd, 

Yalf. I pretlic good prince,H al,helpc me to my horfe , good 
kings loiine. 

« Prsn, Outyouroguc,fhalll be your O filer? 

Yalf. Hang thy lelfc in thine ownc heife apparantgartersaf 
I be taine, ile peach for tliis:andl haue not Ballads made on you 
al l, a n il lung to filthy tunes Jet a -cuppe of facke be my poyiou: 
when ieft is l'o forward,and afoote too, I hate it. 

Enter Gadfkil!. 

Gadjk&nd, Yalf, So I do againfl my will. 

po/.O t’is our fetter, I know his voyce,Bardoll, whatnewj^ 
Bo\Cafcye,cafc ye; on with your vizards, diere’s money 
of.thc Kings comming downc die lull , t’is going td the Kings 
Exchequer. 

F alf. You he,yrroguc,t’isgoing to the kings Taucme# 

Gad. There's inough to make vs all: 

Yalf. To.bc bang'd., , 

Priw.Sirs, you fourc dial frontthem in the narrow lane: Ned 
Poyncs,andiwiUwalkc lower:ifthey fcape from your cncoun- 
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rer,thcn they light on vs. 
fete. How many be they ofthem ? 

Gad. Some eight, or ten, 

Falf, Zoundes, will they not rob vs? 

Pr ince. W hat, a coward, fir John paunch? 

Falf In deed I am not Iohn of Gaunt, your grandfatherjbut 
yet no coward,Hal, 

Prince* Well, we leaue that to theproofe, 

?o # Sirra, Iacke,thy horfe llandcs behindc the hedge, when 
thou needit him, there thou lhalt find him:farewel,& Hand faff. 
Falf. Now can not I ltrike him if I fhould bchang’d. 

P rin. Ned, where are our difguifes ? 

Tot. Here, hard by, (land dole. 

Falf. Now my mailers, happy man be his dole,, fay I , euery 
man to his bufinefle. Enter the trauailers. 

Trauai . Come neighbour, the boy lhall lead our horfes down 
die hill, weelewalkeafooteawliile,and ealc our legs. 

T heeues. Stand. T rauel , Ic'us bleffe vs. 

Falf. Strike, downewitbthem, cut the villaines throatesr a 
horefon Cattcrpillers, Bacon-fed knaues, they hate vs youth, 
downc with them, fleece diem, 

T, ra O, we arc vndone,bodi we and ours, for euer. 

Fal. Hang yc gorbellied knaucs,are ye vndone? no yefatte 
chuffes, I would your flore were here: on Bacons on, what yee 
knaues? yong men mull liue,youare graundc iurers,, are yee 5 
weeleiureye faith. 

Here tbeyrobthem^and bind them. Exeunt. 

Enter the Prince and Poines. 

Prin, Thethceues hauc bound the true men: nowe coulde 
thou and I rob the theeues,and go merily to London,it woulde 
be argument for a wceke, laughter for a moneth,and a-good ieft 
for cuetv 

P tines. Stand elofe, I hearc diem comming,. 

Enter the theeues againc. 

y ^ a !f- Come,my mafters^Qt vs fhare,and then to horfe before 
day; and the Prince and Poines bee not two arrant cowardes, 
there s no equitie flirring^ther’s no more valour in that Poines. 
then m a wilde ducke, 

Prin, 



